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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The corn has again its mother and she, Leuconoe, 
That failed never women, 
Fails not the earth now. 

The tricksome Hermes is here; 

He moves behind me 

Eager to catch my words, 

Eager to spread them with rumor; 

To set upon them his change 

Crafty and subtle; 

To alter them to his purpose; 

But do thou speak true, even to the letter: 

"Once more in Delos, once more is the altar a-quiver. 

Once more is the chant heard. 

Once more are the never abandoned gardens 

Full of gossip and old tales." 



THE CHOICE 

It is true that you say the gods are more use to you 

than fairies, 
But for all that I have seen you on a high, white, noble 

horse, 
Like some strange queen in a story. 



[54] 



Poems 

It is odd that you should be covered with long robes 

and trailing tendrils and flowers; 
It is odd that you should be changing your face and 

resembling some other woman to plague me; 
It is odd that you should be hiding yourself in the cloud 

of beautiful women, who do not concern me. 

And I, who follow every seed-leaf upon the wind! 
They will say that I deserve this. 



APRIL 

Three spirits came to me 
And drew me apart 
To where the olive boughs 
Lay stripped upon the ground : 

Pale carnage beneath bright mist. 

OBNTILDONNA 

She passed and left no quiver in the veins, who now- 
Moving among the trees, and clinging 

in the air she severed, 
Fanning the grass she walked on then — endures: 

Gray olive leaves beneath a rain-cold sky. 
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